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The Right Honourable 
The Lady Viſcounteſs 


P 


My LApv, | 
MIDST the Univerfal Joy which diffuſeth 
itſelf at Preſent over the whole Nation, no 

one I believe is touch'd with a deeper Senſe 


of it than Your Ladyſhip, becauſe no one is more 
firmly attatch'd to the Illuſtrious Houſe of Hanover. 


To whom then ſhould the Muſe fly for Protection? 
What other Patroneſs could ſhe chooſe to ſcreen the 
Faults of this poor Performance, but Lady Irwin ? 
whoſe tender Regard for the Welfare of this Royal! 


Couple, hath fo eminently diſtinguiſhed itſelf, 


Tur great Variety of Engl; Operas which have 
of late Years over-run our Theatres, render them as 
it were fulſome to a curious Reader; but one on 
the following Subject will, I prefume, be eſteemed 
grateful to every Loyal Breaſt, which exults with 
Delight, to ſee all our Hopes accompliſhed in 


this auſpicious Day, 


Taz virtuous Joys that Marriage gives are a fit 
Theme for the Sons of Parnaſſus, where only a pri- 
dale Occaſion offers, but to view the 1luſtrious Per- 

A 2 ſonages 


— —— — 


DEDICATION. 


"Fonages before us, ſetting Examples of Connubial 
Love, muſt inſpire the meaneſt Bard to tune his 
Strings, and warble forth an Epithalamium, though 
in the moſt awkward Strains, | 


Bur I forget I am writing to a Lady, who has 
been experimentally acquainted with all thoſe ine/?im- 
able Bleſſings this Royal Pair are now enjoying. 


AFTER ſo long a Dedication, ſhould I enlarge 
upon Your particular Qualifications, they would ſwell 
theſe Sheets beyond the Limits fix'd for a Thing of 

this Nature; and as the World is ſufficiently appris'd 
of them, ſo I have no Occaſion to repeat them here. 


II ſhall not treſſpaſs on Your Patience any | 
longer, but conclude with aſſuring You how much | 


| Ez. © 

1 

| 
| \y 

| Your Ladiſbip's | 
| moſt Dutiful, | 


and Devoted Servant. 
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Dramatis Perſons. 


M E N. 
Prince. 
Lord Clincher ſenior. 


Lord Clincher junior. 
Sir Joſeph Wronghead. 


Dick Hector. 
Tom Bully. 
Abraham, Servant to Lord Clincher ſenior. 


- . Roger Servant to Sir Joſeph Wrong beud. 


WOMEN. 


- Princeſs, 
Miſs Nancy, Daughter to Sir 79, * Wrong- 


bead, a plain Country Girl. 


Etonia, alias, the Dutcheſs of Dive-in. 
Betty, her Maid. 


Gentlemen, Drawers, Attendants, &c. 
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SCENE the Firſt diſcovers the Remains of a ſumptuous Enter- 
tainment; ſeveral Servants ; ſome folding up Cloaths ; others 
eating; others drinking; firſt Servant takes up a Bottle of 
Wine halt full; pours out and drinks. 


"#23 Rs 
Serv. 1, H O' War Europa's Sons alarm'd 
| Theſe happy Lands no Jarrings knew; 
Salubrious Peace her Sons ſtill warm'd 
To.mighty Geoxce's Wildom due. 
Serv. 2. Thrice happy Albion beauteous Iſle, 
Let ſucceeding Ages fing, 
The ſweeteſt Roſe that grac'd your Soil, 
Shone, flouriſh'd, and was pluck'd in Spring. 

Serv. 3. With what Delight ſhall Babes unborn 

Dwell on the Parent's tuneful Tongue, 
Unite to celebrate this Morn, 
And liſping. imitate the Song. 

Serv. 1. What glorious Days are theſe -— Nature was always 
liberal to this favourite Spot of Earth, but now is ſhe profuſe, as 
it were, and brings brings both hands full charg'd with Favours. 

Serv. 2. Not only glorious Days, but glorious Living; ſee 
here, (pointing to the Tables) fragments ſufficient to furniſh out a 
handſome Entertainment. 


Serv. 3. Great Newi/s Feaſt, or othezs (which Hiſtory records) 
re but ſcanty Repaſts compar'd with this, meer niggardly Col- 
tions. | A 4 Serv. 3. 
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Serv. 1. True; their Taſte was not ſo reſin'd, nor their Palate 
ſo nice, nor the Occaſion ſo extraordinary. 

Serv. 2. *T was proper, indeed, that Heaven and Earth, the 
Air, and wide-extended Deep ſhould all be ranfack'd to adorn 
this Feftival For that which in future Ages ſhall know no Pa- 
rallel, ought to exceed all that went before. 

Ser. 3. As all the Spices which Arabia yeilds, kindly unite 
their Fragrance to ſcent the expiring Phenix neſt — So all the 
Rarities that the univerſe can afford, ſhould conſpire to embeiliſh 
the Nuptials of this royal Maid. 

Ser. 1. And as from this ſpicy Bed another Phenix ariſes, fo 
from her ceaſing to be a Virgin, may a new one be born. 

Ser. 2. The Simile is very Apropos the is indeed the Phenix 
of the Age, and muſt (if any thing) produce her own likeneſs. 

Ser. 3. 1 have read, Gentlemen, in a Book (that Mrs. Lucy, 
my Lady's Woman lent me) of theſe Birds-— And wonder, if 
they are ſuch great dainties, we had not ſome at this grand 
Entertainment. 

Ser. 1. I never heard they were good to eat; if they had 
doubt]={s, a few of them fare they ever ſo ſcarce) would have 
adorn'd theſe Tables. 

Ser. 2. I believe, Friends, ye are both miſtaken, they live 
but one at a time, - 

Ser. 3. I am of your Opinion. Come let's drink about, and 
not talk of things beyond our Abi! iries. 

Ser, 1. Why, that's the beit Doctrine, indeed, Sir. 

Ser. 2. How ſtands the Article of Veils amongfl you? 

Ser. 3. I can't fay that I am fo ſelfiſh, at this joy ful Seafon as 
to trouble myſelf much about the Cole. 

Ser. 1. Nor I, indeed, ſince here is rich Living. 

Ser. 2. My Opinion varies from yours in that reſpect, I am 
for a Mixture, ſome Pleaſure, and ſome Profit. 

Ser. 3. But this is a time that our Hearts ſhou!d be as open 
and diffuſive as our Maſters There are proper times to collect, 
and to diſtribute. 


Ser, 1. This is a time which like the /ecu/er Games ſhould be 


proclaimed with a Come ſee what no Man living ever yet ſaw, or 
ever will. 
Ser. 2. Gentlemen, I acquieſce. 


Ser. 3. Love and Gallantry, my Lads, ſhould be the only | 


Topicks of Converſation What glorious Examples invite us to 
Kiſs and bill, and court our Dames. 

Ser. 1. J don't queſtion making my own Fortune by this 
Marriage For fince Matrimony is become faſhionable, I find 
my deareſt Jenny (whom I have long wood in vain) much mage 
complying than uſual, 

Ser. 2. It ſuch Authority can have no inflnence, I don't know 
What will, 


Cem 
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Ser. 3. Come then, Gentlemen, let us drink Health and 
Proſperity to the illuſtrious Encouragers of lawful Wedlock, to 
the glorious Bridegroom, and his happy Bride. 

Alr 2, 


O how ſubſtantial are the Joys, 
Which conſecrated Love ſupplies ; 
No fatal ſting remains behind. 
What can afford a nobler ſight, 
'T han Virtue blended with Delight; 
"Tis Heaven and Earth combin'd? 
Serv. 1 Such bright Examples ever prove 
A Mound to ſtem licentious Love. 
And to immortalize their Name: ; 
The fickly Libertine refigns 
His Miftreſs, and reform'd inc ines, 
To more Celettial Flames. 
Serv. 2. Hence each fair Nymph and amoro's Swan 
Shall kindly meet in Hi mer's Chain; 
Whoredom be out of Faſhion, 
Tom ſhall pretty Lucy wed 
And Dick lead Jenny to his Bed 
Indulging Courtly Paſſion. 
Omnes. Huzza long Life and Health, to the royal Bridegroom, 
and his Bride. | 
Enter Sir Jeſph Wromwrhead, his Daughter, Miſs Nancy, and 
his Man Roger, witn a Portmanteau on his Shoulder, all in 
Riding Habits, 
Sir 7oſepb. Is this the Court ? Pray (aſide to Reger) take care of 


the Portmanteau. 
Serv. 1. Yes, Sir, what would you pleaſe to have, or whom 


would you ſpeak with ? 

Serw. 2. (Aſide) What merry Figures are theſe ? All Originals 
Faith, ſome ſimple Country Puts. 

Sir To/eph. Why, then, Sir, if this is the Court, I want to ſee 
my Lord (ſcratching his Head) What is his Name, Nancy, (turning 
to his Daughter) that invited me to the Wedding — Look in 
your Pocket-Book ycu have got his Name down on a bit of 
Paper. 

Serv. My Lord, what's his Name, Sir, I don't apprehend 
you Here are fifty Lords, and fifty to that. 

Sir Zoſeph. I'll fatisfy you preſently, Man 'Sblood Roger, 
dont loſe your Eycs ; (turning to his Man) take care of the Port- 
manteau Come, Nancy, my Dear, quickly (ſhe fumbles in 


her Pocket, and pulls out a bit of Paper, and gives it to 
Sir Je 
Sir Jeſepb. (taking the Paper) It is my Lord Clincher, Sir. 
Serv. My Lord Clincher, very well, Sir Mr. Abraham 
(calling to a Servant) here's a Gentleman wants your Lord. 
Abraham, 
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The Royal Marriage. 
Abraham. (advancing) Pray, Sir, who are you, or what is 
your Buſineſs ? | 

Sir Foſeph. Why, Sir, my Lord will know me again when he 
ſees me, and as to fny Buſineſs he ſhall hear that when J fee 
him. 

Abraham. But that is not our Method, Sir, at Court, we al 
ways carry up the Name. 

Sir Zo/eph. Tell him then that my Name is Sir Je Wrong « 
Bead, Receiver General of Dewvonfoire* and that I have brought 
my Daughter Nazcy and Man Roger, according to his Honour's 
Appointment to ſee the Wedding. 

Abraham. Very well, Sir. (Exit, 

Sir Jeſeph, Miſs Nancy, aud Roger, all three flaring) Sir Fo/eph, 
Take care of the Portmanteau, I tell you once more Roger. 

There are Rogues at Court as well as in the Country 
What a Deviliſh great Room this is Nancy ? 

Miſs. (whiſpering) A Body may ſpeak here, Sir, mayn't one. 

Sir Fo/eph. Ay, ay, Child. as freely as if you was in my great 
Hall at home, with the Tenants and their Wives. 

Roger. (idling up to Sir Zo/eph) To my Mind, Sir, theſe 
People muit be plaguy Gluttons, they may talk and talk of 
Ploughmens S.omacks, but, ſure the Court-folks mult have as 

ood. 

Sir Foſeph. I believe ſo too Reger, or elſe they could never 
conſume ſo much Victuals. 

Miſs Nancy. Here muſt be more Meat dreſt by half, than one 
of our Chrifimas Dinners, when we treat the whole Pariſh. 5 

Sir Fefeph, Ves, Child, beeauſe the whole Kingdom is invited. 

Roger. Ay, more Miſs than my Matfter's, and the Parſon's two 


Tythe-Feaſts put together But ſure if the whole King- 


dom is invited, then. Ned Spriggins, Tom Tulip, and the ret! 
of our Neighbours are invited, and had they known it I dare ſay 
they upuld a Come. 

Mils Nancy And then, Sir, perhaps we might have got a 
Room to ourſelves, and have had a Country Dance amongſt our 
own Acquaintance. 

Enter Abraham bowing ; be. pleas'd to walk this way, Sir, and 
the young Lady. 

Roger. (taking hold of Sir Jes Coat with one Hand) 
Maſter, Maſter, what muft I do, Sir, you promis'd not to leave 
me before I came from home. 

Sir Jeb. No, no, Roger, come along with us, 

Abraham. That's not cuſtomary, Sir, here. ; 
Sir Foſeph.: Not cuſtomary, why not as well as in the Country 
my Lord Jet Reer come into the Room where he was there, 
and why not here. I can't leave my Man in a ſtrange Place in- 
deed And fo tell my Lord if Roger mayn't on 5 . 
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Abrabam. Very well, Sir (Exit. and returns) Now, Sir, pray 
pllow me, Roger and all. 
Sir Jeſeph. Come Nancy, come Roger. . 
bcene changes to Lord Clincher's Dining. Room. Clincber ſen. 
Clincher jun. and other Gertlemen a fide Board, with Wine 
and Glaſſes. Enter Sir eee „, Miſs Nancy, and Roger. 

Lord Clincher ſen. (advancing to Sir 7eπ] e Sir Joſeph, I am 
your very humble Servant ; you are heartily welcome to Town, 
and to my Apartment-——— What? and pretty Miss Nancy too 
(faluting her) and honeſt Nager be ſides Here who's 
in waiting, Abraham take care of Neger, and make him wel- 


come. 
Sir Te/eph.. My Lord, I am thrice three-fold your Honours 


ſtaunch Friend told you we would come, and ſo we are, 
Nancy and Roger, and J. 

Lord Clincher ſen, More welcome Gueſts Sir Fo/eph could not 
have enter'd this Palace — My Servant ſhall entertain Roger. 
wa ff epd. Razer wont come to any harm in his Company I 
hope my Lord. 

Lord Clincher ſen. No, no, Sir 7o/eph, he will only fill his 
Belly, and ſhew him the Palace, 

Sir Jeſpb. Very well, my Lord-—— then Roger you may go 
ſince I have his Honour's word for it — But firſt lay dowu the 
Portmanteau in ſome corner where it may not be offenſive (Roger 
| uts down the Portmanteau, and Exit. with 4braham) I am very 
» chary of my Man Rezer you know my Lord. | 

Lord Clincher ſen. And with a great deal of Reaſon Sir Yo/eph. 
Roger I believe is a very truſty Servant — But what ſays pretty 
Miſs had you rather ſtay with your Papa, or go to my Lady. 

Sir To/eph. I hope your Honour and the good Company will 
excuſe me if I cover myſe f (putting on his Hat) becauſe tis what 
I have always usd myſelf to in my own Parlour; and as for 
Nancy ſhe ſhall take her Choice What ſay you my dear will 
you ftay with me, or go among you own Scx. 

Lord Clincher jun. (afide) A pretty Creature upon my Soul, I 
hope ſhe'll" ſtay here Miſs had rather be with her Papa 
perhaps Sir Jeſepb, than in ſtrange Company, 

Miſs Nancy. I had rather be with Father. 

Sir Jeſeph. So you ſhall my Chicken. 

Lord Clincher ſen. Well Sir 7o/eph how did you leave all 
Friends in Devonſhire? You mutt have had a long fatiguing 
Journey. 

Sir Fo/eph. Adads my Lord, *tis a long way, a very long way, 
indeed ; but our Horſes held it out rarely I wou'd not take 
thirty Guineas for my brown Gelding now I have try'd him —— 
for Roger ſays he feeds heartily, and looks never the worſe. 

But I 


Lord Citncher ſen. A good Nagg I believe indeed 
Sir Jeſpb. O our Friends, I beg pardon my Lord, they are 
4 


was enquiring after our Friends. 
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all well. There was Sir Jeremy Leapæcell, Sir William Ditche r 
Squire Bumper, Tom Boxv/er, the great Horſe-Courſer, and a 
dozen more I believe met all laſt Week at Neighbour Fack/ens 
to view a Litter of Whelps, and over half a dozen Hunters Mugs 
of good brown Nappy ; we all ſwore to be true to you. 

Lord Clincher ſen. I am oblig'd to my Friends in genera!, and 


to you Sir Jeſepb in particular But what will you drink the 
Prince and his Royal Conſorts, Health in a Glaſs of Burgundy 
or Champaigne ? 

Sir Toſeph. I had rather have a Dram of French Brandy that 
will ſtand Proof am a little vex'd ; the Day before I ſet out 
a mad Dog bit ſome of my beſt Hounds, and two of my fineff 
Colts have got the Spavin. Had it not been for my Promiſe to 
you and the Gul, I would have ſtaid at home and ſeen the Upſhot. 

Lord Clincher Sen. They will all do well again I hope 


Sir Toſeph (calls) who's in waiting there (enter Servant) bring me * 


up a Bottle of French Brandy. 
Bottle, and a Dram-Glaſs ) 

Lord Clincher jun. But what will the young Lady drink 
Sir Fo/eph Perhaps ſhe may chuſe a Glaſs of Wine rather 
than a Dram. 
any Jeſeph. Shes good Blood, Sir, ſhe likes what her Father 
ikes. 

Lord Clincher jun. Miſs will you give me leave to help you to a 
Glaſs of Wine, 

Miſs Nancy. No, Sir, I thank you III have the ſame as 
Father. 

Lord Clincher ſen. Pour me out a little (to the Servant, takes 
the Glaſs.) Here honeſt Sir %- the royal Bride and Bridge- 
groom's Healths. 

Sir Foſeph. My Lord with all my Heart (putting off his Hat, 
Servant offers him a Glaſs.) What dos't give me this thimble full 
for My Lord, you will excuſe me, my Name is Sir Joſeph 
Wronghead of Shallawhead-Heall in Devonſhire, I am no flincher, 
my firit rip is always a Quartern. 4 

Lord Clincher ſen. I aſk pardon Sir Jeb, the Glaſs is too 
ſmall indeed (to the Servant) bring a larger Glaſs immediately 
(Servant goes to the Side-Board, and returns with a large Glaſs, 
fills it almoſt full, and gives it to Sir Fo/eph.) 

Sir Foſeph. Ay, ay, Man, this is ſomething like, this is 
Devonſhire Faſhion (drinks it up.) 

Lord Clincher ſen. You forgot the Health Sir eg. 


(Exit. Servant, and returns with a 


Sir Joseph. I crave your Pardon, my Lord. My poor brindled . 


Bitch juno. runs ſo in my Mind, that I can't get her out of my 
Head But here Man (to the Servant) let's have t'other Glaſs, 


I wor't baulk that Health however. 
Lord Clincher ſen. Fill Sir Joſeph another Glaſs, I hope it hits 
your Palate Sir Fo/eph. 
Sir Joſepb. (taking the Glaſs from the Servant, and ay 
| ; —_— 
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-#Tis good Brandy indeed my Lord. Come, Sir, (drinking to the 
Bentſeman next him) here's Health and Proſperity to the Royal 

'ouple, may the Prince prove a good Workman, and do his 
Duty as he ought You mult excuſe me, my Lord, I am an 
pid Man, but a merry one. 

Lord Clincher ſen. Very facetious indeed Sir Fo/eph. 

Sir Joſeph. My Lord I am oblig'd to you, I nnd myſelf a little 
better after theſe Drams ———<| could wiſh poor Roger one. 

Lord Clincbet jun. Sir Fo/eph, your Daughter has not drank yet. 

Sir Jb. O poor Girl let her have tome, but not ſo much, 

el! ſack it in like Mother's Milk. 

Lord Clincher jun. (to the Servant) fill Miſs out a Dram (Ser- 
-ant fills it a Quarter full, and gives it her) won't you have a 
little more Madam. 

Sir Jo/eph. Ay, ay, fill her about. half way that's her Quota— 
3 always love the Medium (Servant pours in more, and 
ives it her.) 

Miſs Nancy. Father, Sir Je, what Health muſt I drink, the 
ſame as you? becaule 1 always do at home. 

Sir Jo/eph. Yes, yes, my dear, do as I do, and you will never 
do amiſs. 

Miſs ancy. (drinking to Lord Glincher jun.) the aforeſaid 
Health, Sir. 

Lord Clincher jun. Thank you my pretty Angel. 

Sir Fo/eph. Angel, who calls my Child Angel Why ſhe 
is bnt a plain Devon fire Wench, Sir; pray don't flatter her. 

1 Lord Clincher jun. You miſtake Sir % ph, it was only the 

Gentleman and I were diſputing which was neareſt the Court, 
the Bear and ragged Staff (where Miſs informs us you ſet up) or 
the Angel-Inn. 

Sir 7o/eph. Oh, oh, Sir, I beg pardon, I am a little thick of 
hearing ſometiincs. 

Lord Clincher {en. (to the Servant) Carry Roger a Dram of this 
Brandy Come Sir h you ſhall take a view of the 
Court Out of my Window (if you pleaic) I want to talk with 


| 


you. 

Sir Joſeph. I thank your Honour for remembering poor 
| Roger Nancy may ſtay where ſhe does, we ſhan't go out of 
| Room, ſhall us ? 


Lord Clincher ſen. No, no, Sir W/eph. 

Lord Clincher ſen. and Sir Jo/ep retire to the Window, Lord 
Clincher jun. Miſs Nancy, and the reſt, remain as before. 

Lord Clincher jun. Madam will you give me leave to pledge 


ou in a Glaſs of Wi ing Vi ; 
er Names) S 0 ine (pouring out a Glaſs, and giving it to 


Miſs Nang. Sir, if Father'l drink, I'll drink 
Lord Clincher jun. He is buſy my deareſt dear. 
Folk alone,we young ones wil] enjoy ourſelves. 


Miſs Nang. Deareſt dear; why they are pretty words, but if 
Father 


let the old 
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Father had heard you, he would have been woundy mad, for 
; turn'd away Jom our Coachman, only becauſe he heard him cal * 
8 me dear once at Queſtions and Commands, t! 
1 = Lord Clincher jun. Coachman, my Charmer; but I am a Lo: 
iF worth thouſands and ten thouſands. And '%is in my Power t 
WI | make you a greater Woman than ever your Mother was. 
Miſs Nancy. Father, Sir Fojeph (he does not hear her.) 
| Lord Clincher jun. What do you want with him, Madam; 
| (aſide) ſure ſhe is not ſuch a Fool as to hallow out before all thi 8 
Company, that I am making love to her. 
| Mits Nancy. Father, Sir Jeb (he ſeems to be talking very 
| 3 Jy with Lord Ciincher fen. looks round) What fays m. 
Gir 
Miſs Nancy. May I drink a Glaſs of Wine. 
Sir pb. Ay, ay, as many as you will (turns again to Lor 1 
C lincher ten. A 
| Loid Ciincher jun. "Tis not convenient, lovely Creature, for 
1 young Ladies to aſk their Father's Conſent always, if you arel 
mW | thus ſeverely dutiful, you will loſe all the Pleaſure of Life. 
WH | Miſs Nancy. But tis the Faſhion in our Country, Sir 
[ Beſides, Father told me before we came out that I muſt do no- © 
thing, without his Conſent. | 


| Lord Clixcher jun. That's only for Children, my dear, you are 
P a young Lady grown up fit for a Huſband, and therefore in 
5 molt reſpects at Liberty to follow your own Inclinations. E. 
. Miſs Nancy. I have thought myſelf fo Sir, ever ſince my 
54 Couſin Suty Longhead was married, ſhe was but fourteen, and . 
am almoſt nineteen. 
Lord Clincher jun. I think Sir Fo/eph does not deal jufily by 
ou indeed Miſs, fo fair as you are, and fo capable of making any | 
lan happy (taking her by the Hand, and looking at Sir 22 
| Miſs Nancy. Beſides, Sir, I can cap a fix barr'd Gate, or jump 
a Ditch better than any Girl in Devonſbire. 
Lord Clincher jun. Nothing fo pleaſant, my dear, as to take a 
leap ſometimes. (- Jude) with you. 
Mits Nancy. O tis deli ghtful. 
Lord Cliacher jun. Ravithing But hold, here come the 
old Folks, we tt new be huſh — Some othertime, my jewel, 
we'll talk more of it. | 
Miſs Nancy. I am ſure I love it as well as my Father. 
Lord Clinther ſen. and Sir %% join Company) 

Lord Clincher ſen. Well, Sir Jo/eph, I ſhall expect you and 
Miſs to morroW ayCgurt, it is a publick Day, and you ſhall have 
a fight of the Prſtee and Princels. 

Sir Joſeph, My Ford you are vaſtly good — Bet let's have 
rother Dram, and ſend for my Man Roz er to take up the Port- 


manteau, and then we'll go 
Lord Clincher. Sen, Fill Sir Joſeph a Bumper (to his Servant) | i 


and call Roger, 
Sir Joſeph, 


: 


—— — 


— — — 
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Sir Joſeph. (with a Glaſs in his Hand) My Lord, I hope you 
will pardon me, but I muſt ſing a little Catch that I made upon 
the Road (Enter Roger, take up the Portmanteau, come Roger. 

Lord Clincher ſen. By all means Sir Zo/eps. 


Arr III. 
Sir Joſeph, What Joys attend Britania's Heir, 
DifFufive as his Virtues are. 
Favour'd of Heaven with ſuch a Bride, 
So crown'd with Bliſs on ev'ry fide, 
»Twere vain to wiſh him happineſs, 
Beyond what now he mult poſſeſs. 
Once more his Health and may he prove 
A Champion in the Field of Love. 
(He drinks up the Brandy) Come Nancy, Come Roger, my 
Lord and Gentlemen you Servant. (Exeunt Sir Jo/eph, Miss 
Nancy, and Roger aukwardly.) | 


The End of the Firſt ACT. 


ACT SCENE I. 


Etonia and her Maid Betty, hard at work, ſewing on Tinſel, 
inſtead of Silver, and Glaſs inſtead of Diamonds, on a Petty- 
Coat, at her Lodgings in Drury-Lane. Etonia advancing. 


Alx tiv. 
What tho' I am a Drury Whore, 
And Times at preſent very poor, 
Yet I of Wealth may have good ſtore, 
Occakon'd by this Marriage, 
I'll put on irreſiſtleſs Grace, 
New Charms, new Airs, new Teeth, new Face, 
And ſeiſe at Court ſome noted Place 
Not fearful of Miſcarriage. 
This gawdy Dreſs ſhall love diſpenſe, 
And fmite ſome Duke, if not a Prince, 
And thus a Lady i'! commence, 
O pleaſing Titillation. 
Thrice bleſs d be the illuſtrious Houſe 
Of Gotha, and her royal Spouſe 
If by this means I can but ſouſe 
A Cull and Kiſs in Faſhion, _ 


Here Betty (holding up the Coat) how do you think twill do! 
Betty, Very well, Madam, I believe, I dowt think any one 
Will be able to diſtinguiſh it from real Silver, or the Glaſs from 
| Diamonds 


— 
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Diamonds by Candle- light; befides 'tis amongii crowd, you may 
fingle out your Man, and avoid the 4rowing ones. 

Etonia. 'T'rae Betty ——— O my dear Girl if it ſhould but take 
I ſhall be ſo tranſported nothing in the World can be like it. 

Betty. Upon my Life, Madam, I do not think the Project at 
all unlikely. 

Etonia. That's a good Gul-— O I am fo ſick (pitting) Pray 
Betty go into the Alley to M;zſtreſs, - what d'ye call her, Lard 1 
can't think of her Name? and fetch me a Quartern of Anni- 
ſeed ſh ell truſt me. 

Betty. Miſtreſs, whe Madam, ſhe muſt be a new comer then. 

Etonia. Mrs. Martins pray make haſte, for I think I ſhall | 
faint (Exit. Betty, and returns with a Quartern, and gives her | 
Miſtreſs a Glaſs) O this is reviving, but I hope to have a Glaſs | 
of Citron ere a Week's at an End Here Ber help yourſelf. : 

Betty. Thank you Madam; (drinking here's good Succeſs — 
Let him be Lord, Duke, or Knight may he Cd freely. 

Etonia. But Lard Betty what ſhall us do about the Head-cloaths 
now, that fretts me again (ſcratching her Head. 

Betty. O, Madam, don't be vex'd at that, Mr. Starch promis'd 
me you ſhould have them, and I am a fort of favourite there. 

Etonia. But then, what ſhall us do about à Gold Watch and 
Coronet ? 

Betty. Why, there's a little more difficulty in that -— I know 
old Uturer won't part with them; unleſs he has good Securi;y. 

Etonia. Dn him for a mercenary pimping Son of a Bitch — 
How ſhall us be able to manage that Aﬀair, Bore, ? 

Betty. I have a Crotchet in my Head, Miadam. 

Etonia. Come out with it then, for I can't bear the thoughts of 
a Diſappointment— Ihe Devil take old Uzurer for me; but 
what is it Betty ? ; | 

Betty. Suppoſe then, Madam, I go to a Couple of our Tally- 
men, and borrow of each a Suit of their richeſt Cloaths for you, 
upon an extraordinary Occaon, and we Mortgage them to 
Mr Ufurer for the Watch. 

* Etenia. A lucky thought as I breath: go this Moment, and 
try then But what ſhall us do if we meet with no Succeſs ? 

Betty. No fear of that, Madam, Fortune always favours the 
bold. | 

Etonia. I'll hope for the beſt, the worſt will come. — But 
however I can't go to a worle Place than 1 Lave been —— 
But dear Betty have you got my Teeth, and paint, and every 
thing thing ready againſt to morrow. 

Belty. Leave that to me, Madam, ill take care of every 
thing, and dreſs you like an Angel; you ſhall (if poſſible) out 
ſhine the Bride, 

Etonia. Dear ſweet Girl, dear Betty, by gad I have a great 
Mind to get drunk at the thoughts of it, | K 

Betty. No, no, Madam, you know you are never fit for Buſi- 
nels the next Day. Elonia. 
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Etonia. We will have t'other Dram however, (throws down her 
Work, fills out a Glaſs, and drinks) Come, Betty, drink, yon 
Whore. 2 
Betty. Let the worſt come, we can but move off the Premiſſes, 


ahd retire into the Mint. 
Etonia. Right, Wench. 


Alx V. , 

Since Fortune's a Jilt, a Jilt will ſhe trick, 

Or ſuccour a Sifter ſurrounded with Woe, 
O grant, all ye Powers, a Prize I may nick, 

Or Gentle, or Simple, or Sloven, or Beaux. 
May the Deceits which conſpicuouſly ſhine, 

And artfu!ly varniſh my Body all over, 
Kindly aſſiſt me to finger the Coin, 

And help a poor Wretch to a free-bleeding Lover. 


Betty. I'll warrant you, Madam, we ſhan't be the only Sufferers 
at this joyful Time. 
Etonia. I hope not, Betty. 

Betty. Nor, by Gad, we won't; burn me if we are, 


AIR VI. 

Shall every Britiſb Subject boaſt, 
Or Wealth, or Eaſe, or Pleafure, now engroſt, 

And is the kind, the common Miſs, 
Alone exempted from this publick Bliſs. 

Forbid it, Venus, Cupid, Jove, 
Forbid it, all ye righteous Powers above; 

And grant that I, &er next Night paſs, 
May fee a Knight, or Juſtice, made an Aſs. 


Etonia. J hope ſo too, Bety, (ſhe ſings the laſt Part) and grant 
that I, &e. But come, my Dear, we muſt mind our Work, 
or elſe we ſhan't have Time to finiſh. 


SCENE changes to the Bear, and Ragged-Staff Sir Joſeph, Mi/ 
Nancy and Roger entring their own Chamber at the Inn. 


Sir 7% Lay down the Portmanteau on the Table, Roger, and 
give a Whiſtle for the Landlord. (Roger does as he is Li 3 Ar- 
Fever from belew.) Coming, Sir. (Enter Drawer.) Bid my Land- 
lord come up. | a 
Drawer. Ves, Sir. (Exit. Enter Landlord.) 

Sir Jeſepb. Are you my honeſt Landlord ? 

' Langlord. Yes, Sir, for want of a better. 

Sir Je, Why then, Sir, I commit that Portmanteau to your 
Care and Cuſtody, expecting it forthcoming when I ſhall call for 
it, round and found, whole and without loſs; 

| B s Landlord. 
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Landlord. It ſhall be done. {But what will your Honour 
be pleas'd to drink after your Walk, or to have provided for 
Supper ? 

Sir Fof. I don't know. What fay you, Nancy ? 

Miſs Nancy. What you pleafe, Sir. 

Sir Fof. I don't know what to think on, not I. What ſay you, 
Roger ? 

Roger. What you pleaſe, 'tis no odds to Roger. 

Landhord Suppoſe then, you have a Couple of Fowls fricaſied ? 
DI, a 

Sir 70% I had as leave eat a Couple of Toads. ———— But [ 
don't much care ; whatever my Child and Roger like. 

Roger. Fowls in our Country, Maſter, (to the Landlord) are as 
thick as Hops; they are no Rarity to none ans. But if you (tur- 
ning to Sir Jeep) and Miſs think fit, ſuppoſe we have a double 
Mugg of good Devonſbire Beer, a large Ioaſt and Nutmeg, with 
ſome right old Ch:fsire Cheeſe. 

Sir To/eph. (Laughing) Well ſpoke Reger; but where ſhall us 
get it? There's no ſuch thing in London. 

Landlord. Yes, Sir, 1 have as good ſound Dewonſhire Beer as e- 
ver was tipt over Tongue. You can't name a Country-Ale, 
Sir, but I have it, I have Yorkfrire, Wiltſhire, Cumberland, Nor- 
thumberland, and ſo or. 

Roger. Our own's beſt, if my Maſter thinks well on't. 
This plaguy Change of Liquor has made me ſo dry, that, to my 
Mind. I could drink a Hogſhead almoſt. 

Sir 7% Well, take care of the Portmanteau, and ſend up what 
Roger has directed. 

Landlord. It ſhall be done, Sir. (Exit with the Portmanteau. 
Enter Drawer with a double Mugg of Beer, ſets it on the Table, and 
extt. 

Sir Fo. Come Nancy, come Roger, we be'nt at Court now, you 
may fit down if you wall. 

Roger. Thank yon, Sir, ( fitting) to my Mind this is a better 
Place than Court, they be ſo plaguy vine, and talk fo vine, that one 
has no Satisfaction. 

Miſs Nancy. That was a pretty Man, Father, that I ſtood next 


to. 
Sir 7oſeph. Pretty, the Devil pretty, what's the Wench mad? 
* Roger. I did not ſee an handſome Man there to my Mind, they 
ſeem to be more like Cormorants than Men. For, wounds, I 
never ſaw ſuch a con founded deal of Guttage in my Life. _—— But 
= happier with what I have here than I ſhould be with all their 
ainties, 
Miſs Nancy. Father Sir Fo/eph, We be to go and fee the Prince 
and Princeſs to morrow ; be'nt us? anna 


3 Sir 70% Ay, C hild, but you muſt not ſo much as look M 
en. . 
Miſs Nancy. Why fo, Sir ? 
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Sir Joſeph. Becauſe they are ſo lewd, they'll want to debauch 
you ; they are, by Hearſay, very Devils for Wenching. 

Roger. I may go too, Sir, mayn't I? 

Sir Foſeph. Ay, ay, Roger.. (they drink round.) 

Roger. You know, Matter, I us'd to make Songs at home, I 
made Part of one at Court after the Lord Clinkter, or Clinchers, or 
what's his Name's Servant told me, we was to ſee the Bride and 
Bridegroom to-morrow- —— For they could not talk about curing 
the Bite of a mad Dog or Spavin ; nor I could not talk about what 
my Lord ſuch a one ſaid, or my Lady ſuch a one. 

Sir Foſeph. True, Roger ; but what's the Song about ? | 

Roger. Why about me and you and Miſs Nancy, and the Prince 
and Princeſs. 

Sir Joſeph. Come let's have it Roger ; and Nancy ſhall ſing the 
Song our Curate made about the Wedding. 


AIR VII. 
Roger. Although that I am a Devonſhire Man, 
And my Maſter a Knight, Sir 7% by Name, 
And there's never a Maid can compare with Xliſs Nan, 
Nor Servant rival Roger's Fame. 
Yet to Morrow's Beams to me ſhall diſcloſe 
The brighteſt Objects theſe Eyes eber beheld. 
The Bitiſb Lilly join'd with the ſoft German Roſe, 
All other Weddings by far are excell'd. 
Then let us drink an Health to the Bride, 
And to the Bridegroom's fill a Bumper away. 
'T was Sir Toſeph, Miis Nancy, and Roger did ride, 
So far to be preſent at that happy Day. 


Sir 77 Very well, Roger. 

Rog. I am glad you like it Sir —— —-; But if we go to 
Court, I muſt be trim'd, and put on my beſt Cloaths and 
Belt. 

Sir 7% To be ſure, Roger. | 

Miſs Nancy. Father how comes my Lord Clincher to be ſo very 
friendiy to us ? 


— FJo/. Becauſe, my Dear, I have been a good Friend to 


im. 

Miſs. Nancy. How can that be, what can a Lord want? 

Sir Fof. Want, Child! a thouſand Things ——— ; Why 
you know I got Votes for him. 

Reg. About lections, you know, Sir. 

Sir 7% Right, Roger, tis in that I'm moſt ſerviceable... ; 
But what elſe did you fee at Court ? 

Rog. See Sir, Why I ſee a plaguy Sight of vine Folk,; but 
to my Mind, Devonſhire is as good as the Court, becauſe they 


ſeem to be in a Hurly-Burly there. 


Niſs Nancy. In my Opinion indeed, tis nothing but Hurry- curry, 
Hilter and Skilter. r N : 88 


Sir 
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sir Fof. We are happier by our ſelves than in ſo much flange 
Company here, Nancy (drinking) come whet your Whiſtle, and 
fing the Song. x 


[Mis Nancy drinks, and after an Hem or two begins. 


AIR VIII. 


In pompous Conſultation met, 
The Glorious Pow'rs of Heav'n ; 


To ſee if Britain wanted yet, 


More Bleflings than were given : 


Intolerable Brightneſs ſhone, 
Whilſt Zove thus ſpoke from golden Throne 


Fa, la, la, la, la. 
Minerva's both theſe People ſhare, 


And all that's counted wiſe. 


What other Favours can Heaven ſpare, 


But what they may deſpiſe ? 
How needleſs then is this Debate, 


Since nothing's wanting to that State ? 


Fa, la, la, la, la. 
That they are brave, that they are wiſe, 
Says Cupid we all grant; 
But yet they can't monopolize, 
If prov'd they ſomething want : 
In vain you term that Land compleat, 
Till Frederick and Auguſta meet, 
Fa, la, la, la, la. 


; Sir Jeſ. (yawning) Very well my Dear: I find my ſelf ſleepy. 

Miſs Nancy. But my Song is not done, Sir. 

1 Sir 7% Well, well, We'll have the Remainder another time, 

1 but at preſent retire to Reſt, and dream of To- morrow's Show — : 

# See that the Horſes are-well rack'd, Roger, and then go to Bed. 
Reg, That I will, Maſter. 


SCENE changes to Lord Clincher jun. Apartment, and diſcover; 


him in an Undreſ5, and bis Gentleman. 


Air IX. Of all the Girls that are ſo ſmart, &c. 


Of all the Girls that ſhine ſo bright, 
Or tickle human fancy, 
There's none can give ſuch vaſt Delight, 
| As charming Country Nazcy. 
Whate're the Poct's tuneful Tongue, 
Or amorous Lover can fay 
Is far ſurpaſs'd, is far out-done, 
By pretty Country Nancy. 
There's not a Dame can vie with her, 
Or Lady, Queen, or Princeſs; 
Matchleſs ſhe charms beyond compare, 
Quite raviſhing our Senſes : 9 
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O faireſt Virgin of this Iſle, 
Tranſcending beauteous Nancy, 

May you vouchſaſe on me to ſmile, 
And grant what Ido fancy. 


I have ſeen Tom To-day, the Flower of her ſex the Quin- 
teſſence of Beauty. rt” 

Gent. No Objects but what are engaging ſhould ever meet 
your Lordſhip's Eyes. But where does this charming Crea- 
ture grow ? |; l 

Lord Clinch. jun. At preſent ſhe is in Town ; but Devonſbire 
gave her birth. I muſt and will taſte her if its poſſible. 

Gent. If I can be of any Service to your Lordſhip in this Affair, 
I ſhall think myſelf very happy - 


AIR X. 
O what vaſt extenſive Bliſe, 
Lies latent in a Country Kals ; 
What Joys does Innocence afford, 
To the well-experienc'd Lord, 
With Town Laſs cloyd, 
The Country's Pride, 
Can more ſubftantial Bliſs provide, 
For the Courtly Lover. 


Lord Clinch. jun. Ay ten to one, there's no Compariſon between 
them. 

Gent. I am entirely of your Lordſhip's Opinion; but with 
Submiſſion, how do you intend to manage it ? 

Lord Cinch. jun. To-morrow ſhe is to be at Court; I muſt 
then contrive to carry her off, 

Gent. 1 ſee no Difficulty in the Matter. 

Lord Clinch. jun. Nor I: But at preſent will betake 
myſelf to my Repoſe, and dream ( if poſſible] of that Angelick 


Creature. | 


Gent. I wiſh your Lordſhip a good Night. (Exit. 


SCENE changes to Lord Clincher ſenior's Bed-chamber. A Table 
with Papers: He takes them up, reads @ while, and muſes. ; 
Lord Clinch. ſen. Notwithſtanding I am perſecuted with all the 
inveterate Spleen that witty Malice can invent; yet now I am re- 
tir'd, ſpeak, thou faithful Monitor, Conſcience, if you can lay a- 
ny thing to my Charge beyond the common | Frailties of Man. 
(Pauſes a little.) — Am I not the glorious Inftrument of theſe 
happy Times, and more happy Nuptals? Avaunt then, 


all melancholy Thoughts; the upright Man always carries a ſe- 
cret Satisfaction in himſelf. 
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XI. - 
What would uneaſy Britain have ? 
What would the Diſaffected crave ? 
The Brave and Loyal to ſupplant. 
Let them impartially confeſs 
Their preſent State and Happineſs, 
Then tell me what they want. 
Human Nature fickle roves, 
What e'erſt it lik'd ſoon diſapproves, 
Nor Worth nor Merit can prevail. 
Let the Moſt vile malicious Men, 
Speak nothing but the Truth, and then 
Juſtly declare in what I fail. 


End of the Second A CT. 


aSCEUHE SCENE I. 


Etonia dreſſing at a Glaſs in her own Lodgings, and her Maid 


1— — — 
— ́ ᷣ — — ͤ wà3ͥ—2— eo ens. ar ha, 


7 Betty. 

*«l 

. | Alx XII. 

io. Come Venus, Cupid, Proteus too, 


. Thus metamorphoſed I ſue, 
Ti Let me be your peculiar Care, 
i£ And ſpeed an hapleſs Woman's Pray'r. 
: Ina languiſp- Grant that this Look, this artful Smile, Putting on a | 
3 ing Manner. May ſome fond Heart to Love beguile. /miling Coun- 
| ' . tenance. 
How do I look to-day, Betty ? 
Betty. O killing Madam, very killing, upon my Sep. 
© Ftonia. Don't flatter me, Huſly. 
Betty. I don't upon Honour ; the white and red is ſo artfully di- 
ributed, that you appear the very Quinteſſence of Beauty 
Eronia. O that's a charming Speech, my Gul. 
F Berg · And a very true one. 
AIR XIII. 
So look'd the fair Ægyptian Queen, 
When the World's Victors ſhe ſubdu'd, 
Such Charms were in Campaſpe ſeen, 
When the great Alexander ſu'd: 
So graceful mov'd the Spartan Dame. 
Which dealt to Pari, Breaſt the Flame, 
Such killing Airs adorn'd the Mnid, 
Which ſet Perſipolis on Fire, 
Such Looks Fove's Breaſt to Love betray'd, 
When Leda kindled ſoft Defire. Fond 
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Fond Thoughts Perfection muſt beſtow, 
: And {mite a Country Put or Beau. 
Etonia. Very fine, Betty, you ſooth me indeed to Perfection, 
Betty. No more than you deſerve, Madam. 
Etonia. May it be in my Power to reward you for your kind 
Specches. 
Betty. I don't ſcruple that in the leaſt. 


Etonia Shall us have one Quartern of Anniſeed, my dear Girl, 
before we part ? 
Betty. No Madam, not for the World Conſider the Cha- 


racter you are to ſuſtain. What, for a Dutcheſs to ſtink of hot 
Waters. O ty 


Etonia. "Tis true Child, I acquieſce. 

Betty. I am fure, Madam, I conſult your Intereſt as if *twas my 
own. 

Etonia. I believe you, Betty. But be ſure tell Dick Hector 
and Tom Bully not to be out of the way. 

Betty. I will take care to order every thing for the beſt. 


Etonia. 1 don't queſtion your Diligence. Well, wiſh 
me good luck. 1 


Alx XIV. 

When Ladies their Intereſt through Pleaſure purſue, 
How languid their Hearts, what odd Fancies ? 

They may gain a rich Prize, a free Heart may ſubdue, 
Or in Bridewel beat Hemp, which the Chance is. 

Betty. That the former may be your Ladyſhip's Lot, 

Your faithful Maid the old Cuſtom revives, 

Or better in Drury a whole Night to trot, 
Unleſs this Scheme ſucceſsfully thrives. 

(Throws her Shoe after her.) 


SCENE changes to the Drawing-Room, Prince and Prineeſs under 
a Canopy of State, attended by the Nobility on either Side, Lord 
Clincher /enior, Lord Clincher junior, Sir Joſeph Wronghead, 
Miſi Nancy, Etonia. Sc. Mufick plays to the following Air. 


Arr XV. 
Great God of Light who ſwiſtly glide, 
And meaſure round this earthly Sphere, 
When did you view fo fair a Bride ? 
When did you mark ſo bright a Pair? 
Illuſtrious Cynthia, Preſident of Night, 
Whoſe Beams outſhine each low inferior Star, 
Rous'd from Endymion's Lap behold this Sight, 2 
Then ſinking tell what glorious Object's here; 
Diffufive Joys, 
O'erſpread theſe Iles, 
Cupid laughs, 
And Venus ſmiles, 
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May every Bliſs that Heaven can give abound, 
And Day and Night with endleſs , be crown'd. 


Sir Jeſepb. (to Lord Clincber ſen.) Pray, my Lord, which are 
the Prince and Princeſs. 
c Lord Clincher ſen. Thoſe illuſtrious Perſonages who fit above 
the reſt. | 

Sir Jeſepb. (pointing) O what they. 

Lord Cincher jun. (to Miſs Nancy) Here's a fine ſight, my pretty 
Angel I believe you will confeſs Dewor hire never produc'd 


the like. 
Miſs Nang. Tis indeed, Sir; but I don't know which be the 


new married Folks unleſs you ſhew me 

Lord Clincher jun. Don't you ſee two People dreſa'd finer than 
the reſt, ſitting under a velvet Canopy. 

- Miſs Nancy. Whereabouts A Canopy, 1 don't know 
What you mean by a Canopy. 

Lord Clineher jun. A Velvet covering over them. 

Miſs Nazcy. O, at the upper end I believe I do now (pointing) 
they are they: why, they fcem to fit and fay nothing -—— the 
Bride and Bridegroom in our Country, are as merry as Grigs. 

(A Nobleman holds Lord C/mcher ſen. in diſcourſe, with his 
back turn'd to Sir 7o/eph, Etonia perceiving, Sir Jeſpb ſtaring 
hard at the Prince and Princeſs. approaches him.) 

Etonia. You ſeem to be confounded, Sir, with this fine Sight. 

Sir Toſeph. "Tis a pretty ſhew indeed, Madam. (aſide) But 
who can this fine Lady be that fpeaks to me, ſhe is nothing but 


Diamonds. 
Etonia. The Drawing-Roem for this many a Day, I might ſay 


Age has not been adorn'd with ſo beautiful a Circle of Gentle-. 


men and Ladies. | 
Sir Fo/eph. The Ladies are very handſome indeed, Madam 


But to my mind you are as pretty as any of them Sure 
thoſe Cloaths muſt coſt you a bloody deal of money. 
Etonia, But a trifle, Sir — I find you can Compliment the 


Ladies whether they deſerve it or no. 
Sir Joſeph. Upon my Soul I ſpeak as I mean. (Lord 
Clincher jun. obſerves them, and courts Miſs Nancy all the time.) 
Etonia.Then I am oblig'd to you, Sir — I wonder what it is a 
Clock (looking at her Watch) paſt five I proteſt. 

Sir Foſeph. Will you give me leave to look, Madam (he looks 
on her Watch, and obſerves the Coronet on it) why you are a 
Lady I believe, arn't you ? 

Eronia. If I am, Sir, you are a very accompliſhed Gentle- 
man But feem to be uſed molt to the Country. | 
Sir Fofeph. Yes, yes, Madam, I am a Country Gentleman — 
Sir Fo/eph Wronghead, Receiver General of Deworfhire, is as well 


known in that Country as you are here, 
Etonia., 
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Etonia, Sir Foſeph, your moſt obedient I thought you was 


objeman by your courteous Behaviour, 

Sir Fofeph. Yes, yes, Madam, my Pather was a Baronet, and 
as my Grandfather. But pray who may your Ladyſhip be, 
ope no offence, 
tonia. I take my Title, Sir Joſeph, from your Country; -I 

the Dutcheſs Dowager of Dive in. 

ir F o/eph. My Lady Dutcheſs I ask ten thouſand Pardons ——— 

ſhould not have been ſo bold had I known who your Honour 

{ been. 

tonia. Make no excuſe pray Sir JÞo/eph To give you at 

e a proof of my Pardon and Reſpect for your Country, I in- 
upon your Company at my Palace for half an Hour. 

Sir Joſeph. I am much oblig'd to your Grace — I can't fay 
t I am almoſt tir'd of theſe fine Folk here But what 

all I do with my Girl? 

Etonia. What Girl, Sir Jo/eph ? 

Sir Joſeph. My Daughter Nancy. 

Etonia, O leave Miis here, ſhe can't come to any harm in ſuch 

dod company, beſides we ſhall be back in half an Hour, 

Sir Jo/eph. I cannot refuſe your Ladyſhip's kind offer. 
Etonia. Be pleas'd to follow me Sir Jo/eph, and i'll conduct 


Gut. 
[Execunt Etonia and Sir Joſeph, 


CEN E changes to the Anti chamber, as they paſs through the 
| Reom where the Servants are. Roger ſees his Maſter, and calls 


Cut. 


Roger. Sir, Sir. Maſter where be you a going ? 
Sir Foſeph. (looking round) only to the Dutcheſs Dowager 
Dewvorſhire's Palace for half an Hour — But hark ye Roger, 
Nancy ſhould want any thing, or come this way be ſure follow 
„ let her go where ſhe will. (Scene changes as before, 
Miſs Nancy. Laws tis vaſt hot. | 
Lord Clincher jun. Be perſuaded my dear to take a Breath of 
ir for a Quarter of an Hour, and that will revive you. 
Miſs Nancy. But where's my Father, I muſt aſk him leave. 
Lord Clincher jun. He is juſt ſlept out. We ſhall meet him at 
he Door I ſuppoſe. | 
Miſs Nan. O Lard I ſhall faint. 
(Exeunt Lord Clincher jun, and Miſs Nancy. 


CEN E chonger to Etonia's Lodging. Sir Joſeph, Etonia 
and Betty, with Brandy and Glaſſes by them. 


Sir To/eph, By Gad I never kifs'd a Dutcheſs ſo much in my 
ts before (kiſſing her.) | | f 


Etonia. 
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Etonia. Sir Joſeph you are welcome — I am entirely at yo w 5 
ſervice upon all accounts. n 


Sir Zo/eph. Come my Lady Dutcheſs let's drink (they : 
dank) this is better than the Court to my mind. oy 


A1lk xv1. 


What is the Brillant ſhow of Courts, 


Compar'd with Joys my Dutcheſs gives, 
bim round the He who to charms like theie reſorts, 


Neck. Tranſporting extaſies receives. 
Sir Jeſepb. Thrice lovely dear, engaging Knight, 
Etonia My ſoul, my fair, my whole delight, 


(bugging) How inexpreſlible this Bliſs. 


: Sir Foſeph. Not Heaven can give us more than this (kiffin 
er. - 
Betty. (pouring out a Glaſs of Brandy) Sir Fo/eph, my Duty tc H 
your Honour. My Lady Dutcheſs your Grace's Health pn 8 
Sir Fo/eph. Thank you, Child — Ay, ay, let's drink, (they al hie 
drink. and 
Betty. Indeed Sir Joſeph you are a charming Man ———- none 8 
but you could have ſmit my Lady. l 


Hire 


Alx xviI. 


Egregious Knight, enticing fair, 

And — Fortune to eninare $ C 
So amorous, ſo fit a. prey- 

Now tis exceeding Apropos (turning to EHu, 


Let's introduce th' intended ſhow, 1 
And crown with mirth the painful Day. . 
Etonia, Come, Sir Jeep, one more Dram (drinking to . 


him.) 

Sir Fo/eph. With all my Heart, my deareſt (drinks and takes 
Ttonia round the waſte, and throws her on the Bed, his 
Wigg tumbles off, great knocking at the Door.) | 

Betty. Who's there? (Opens the Door, Enter Dick, Hector, and 
ou Bully, they furprize Sir Joſeph and Etonia /mugling on the 

ed. 

Hef. Mighty well, Madam, is this your Virtue ? 

Etonia. O dear Sir Jo/eph, What ſhall us do? We are both 
ruin'd, here's my Husband. | 

Sir Yo/eph. What d'ye mean by that, my Lady, you are a4 
Widow arn't you? | 
6 Hector. 
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Hector. No, Sir, ſhe's my Wife—And this moment I require 
'OB:tisfa&tion ſor abuſing me in this manner (drawing his ſword.) 

Sir Joſeph. (falling on his Knees) O, dear Sir, for Gods-ſake 

meant no harm 

Hector. Harm, Sir— Sblood and wounds you are a dead man 
eeming in a great Paſſion, and pointing his ſword at Sir Joſeph's 
Brealt.) 

Sir Fo/eph. O for Chriſt's Sake, Sir, moft noble Sir, Lil make 

ou any Satisfaction that lies in my Power. 

He&or. *Tis out of your Power, and I'll have your Life 

advancing nearer him ) 

Sir Foſepb. Have ſome Compaſſion on an innocent Man. ——— 
I'll give you any Thing, even my brown Gelding, and briud ed 
Bitch, or any T hing in the World. 

Hector. Damn your brown Gelding, and brindled Bitch; 
But who are you that thus dare debauch my Wife? 

Sir Foy. I am Sir 7% Wronghead, Sir, Receiver-General of Devon- 
hire, worth 2000 l. per Annum, and very much at your Service. 

He&or. Then Sir Fo/eph, unleſs you give me a Note payable 
on Sight for 2000 |. Vl! force an Oilet-hole through your Body 
. {his Moment, and ſo get up (they help him up, Pen, Ink, 
and Paper is brought.) 

Sir Jeſepb. O Sir, will nothing elſe do? 

Hector. Do you ſcruple it, Sir, then this Minute ſhall be your 
laſt (putting the Sword to bis Throat) 

Sir Joſeph. (baking) I will, Sir; (writes the Note, and gives it 
o Hector, ſnatebes up his Cane and Hat, and runs of) the Devil 
take ſuch Dutcheſses for me. 


n { 


fe 


SCENE change; to 4 Bagnio, Lord Clincher jun. and Miſs 
Nancy. 


Lond Clinch. jun. I will, To-morrow Morning, as I hope to 
Va. 
Miſs Nancy. But 'tis a great Sin, Sir. 


Lord Clinch. jun. Not in the leaſt my dear, 'tis only 
fve or ſix Hours, and then you'll be a lawful Wike. 
Alx XVIII. 
/ Can thoſe Charms which Court embrace, J 
| Refuſe a dying Swain ? A 


Think on the Beauties of that Face, 
And eaſe me of my Pain : 
| Health to your Patient, fair Phyſician give, 
Let others live to die, we'll die to live, [Ag ber. 
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Etonia. Sir Joſeph you are welcome — I am entirely at yoſ — 
ſervice upon all accounts. "$i 


Sir Joſeph. Come my Lady Dutcheſs let's drink (they! wy 
diink) this is better than the Court to my mind, : * 


AIR xv1. 


What is the Brillant ſhow of Courts, 
Etonia taking Compar'd with Joys my Dutcheſs gives, 
bim round the He who to charms like theie reſorts, 
Neck. Tranſporting extaſies receives. 
Sir Joſepb. Thrice lovely dear, engaging Knight, 
Etonia My ſoul, my fair, my whole delight, 
(bugging) How inexpreſſible this Bliſs. 


q Sir Jeſepb. Not Heaven can give us more than this (kiſſin — 
er. _ pre, 


Betty. (pouring out a Glaſs of Brandy) Sir Fo/eph, my Duty t 
your Honour. My Lady Dutcheſs your Grace's Heath = 
— Jeſepb. Thank you, Child — Ay, ay, let's drink, (they a 

ink. | * 
. Betty. Indeed Sir Jeſpb you are a charming Man 
but you could have ſmit my Lady. 


Alx xviI. 


Egregious Knight, enticing fair, 

And kinder Fortune to eninare 8 C 
So amorous, ſo fit a prey- 

Now 'tis exceeding Apropos (turning to E2uin.) 

Let's introduce th' intended ſhow, L 

And crown with mirth the painful Day. 


Etonia. ' Come, Sir Jo/eph, one more Dram (drinking 6 
him.) 0 

Sir Fo/eph. With all my Heart, my deareſt (drinks and takes 
Etonia round the waſte, and throws her on the Bed, his 
Wigg tumbles off, great knocking at the Door.) 

Betty. Who's there? (Opens the Door, Enter Dick, Hector, and 
Tom Bully, they furprize Sir Joſeph and Etonia /mugling on the 
Bed. 


Hef. Mighty well, Madam, is this your Virtue ? | 
Etonia. O dear Sir YJo/eph, What ſhall us do? We are both 
ruin'd, here's my Husband. 
Sir Joſeph. What d'ye mean by that, my Lady, you are a 
Widow arn't you? | | 
4 Hector. 
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Hector. No, Sir, ſhe's my Wife—And this moment I require 
OKitisfaction for abuſing me in this manner. (drawing his ſword.) 

Sir Jo/eph. (falling on his Knees) O, dear Sir, for Gods-ſake 

meant no harm 

Hector. Harm, Sir— Sblood and wounds you are a dead man 

ming in a great Paſſion, and pointing his ſword at Sir Jo/eph's 
rrealt ) ; 

Sir Fo/eph. O for Chriſt's Sake, Sir, moft noble Sir, Vil make 
ou any Satisfaction that lies in my Power. 

Hector. Tis out of your Power, and I'll have your Life 
advancing nearer him ) 

Sir Fo/epb. Have ſome Compaſſion on an innocent Man. 
'll give you any Thing, even my brown Gelding, and briud ed 
Bitch, or any Thing in the World. 

Hector. Damn your brown Gelding, and brindled Bitch, 
But who are you that thus dare Cebauch my Wife ? 

Sir Joy. I am Sir Fo/ Wronghead, Sir, Receiver-General of Devon- 
bire, worth 2000 l. per Annum, and very much at your Service. 

He&or. Then. Sir Fo/eph, unleſs you give me a Note payable 

Sight for 2000 Il. Pl! force an Oilet-hole through your Body 
his Moment, and ſo get up (they help him up, Pen, Ink, 
ind Paper is brought.) 

Sir Fo/eph. O Sir, will nothing elſe do? 

Hector. Do you ſcruple it, Sir, then this Minute ſhall be your 
laſt (putting the Sword to bis Throat) 

Sir Foſeph. (baking) I will, Sir; (writes the Note, and gives it 
o Hector, jnatcbes up his Cane and Hat, and runs of) the Devil 
ake ſuch Dutcheſses for me. 


e 


SCENE change: to 4 Bagnio, Lord Clincher jun. and Miß 
Nancy. 


8 Clinch. jun. I will, To-morrow Morning, as I hope to 
Vd. 
Miſs Nancy. But 'tis a great Sin, Sir. 


| Lord Clinch. jun. Not in the leaſt my dear, 'tis only 
ve or ſix Hours, and then you'll be a lawful Wife. 

Alx XVIII. 

/ Can thoſe Charms which Court embrace, J 


Refuſe a dying Swain ? 
Think on the Beauties of that Face, 

And eaſe me of my Pain: 
Health to your Patient, fair Phyſician give, 
Let others live to die, we'll die to live, (4iffng ber. 
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| Al XIX. 
Miſs Nanq. Were I ſoſter than the Roſe, 
Or could my face more Charms diſcloſe, L 
Than all the World beſide : 


Too ſoon, too ſoon, when once enjoy d, 
With Beauties Charms you will be cloy'd ; 
Then firſt I'll be a Bride. 


Lord Clinch. jun. No, by all that's good and ſacred, my deareſt, 
Iwill be for ever yours. 

Miſs Nancy. Will you ſwear upon the Bible to marry me To 
morrow Morning. 

Lord Clinch. jun. Yes, yes my Precious, or any Thing elf 
you defire, 

Miſs Nancy. Then, I'm yours. 


== et OG TIT 9 


SCENE changes to the Street, Sir Joſeph inſtead of going to 
Se. James's Jooſes his Way and turns up to the Bagnio, Roger] 
ftanding at the Door ſpies him. | 
Roger. (crying) Lord Maſter where have you been, or where 

are you going ? F 
Sir Joſeph. O Roger! Is it you? I was going to Court to ſee 

after Nanty.———— But what do you do here ? 

Reger. Why, Sir, according to your Orders, [ ſaw Miſs Nancy 
come through the Room where I was, and I follow'd her to this 
Houſe,.————but the Folk won't let me come in. 

Sir Joſeph. Who was with her? 

Roger. The young Gentleman that ſtood by her at my Lord 
Clin ters. 

Sir Joſeph. Very well, [afede] if that's the Sport, Pll 

be even with them (he goes into the Houſe with Roger) here, have 

not you a young Gentleman and Lady above? 

| Waiter. Not as I know of, Sir. : 

| Sir Pep. Don't tell me a lye, Sir I am Sir Joſeph 


Wrenghead, and have loſt my Daughter, my Man ſaw her come 
in here with my Lord Cincher jun. and if you don't ſhow me up 
to them I'll make an Example of you and your Matter too, Sirrah, 
(Waiter ligbis them up and knocks at the Door) 

Lord Clinch. Who's there? no one ſhall come within this Room 
To-night. | 

Sir Jo/eph. That's a Miftake, Sir. (breaks open the Door and 
finds Miſs Nancy in great Diforder and Lord Clincher jun. with bis 
Night Cap and Gown on) Very fine Doings, ſo you have very 
decently made my Daughter a Whore, I humbly preſume. 

Lord Clinch. No Sir, but I intend to make her my lawful Wife 
Tomorrow Morning, with your Leave. 

Sir Jo/eph. If you don't do it this Night, you are a dead Man. 
(drawing) Here Waiter, do you know where the Parſon 5 
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Lord Clinch. jun. Pray Sir excuſe me till To-morrow Morning. 
Sir J/eph. No Sir, Delays are dangerous. (Miſs Nancy adjuſts 

erſelf, and throws herſelf at her Father's Feet) You are a pretty 

inx, indeed. ( going to ftlrike her) 

Lord Clinch. jun. Pray Sir don't injure the young Lady ; if any 

ne is to blame, I alone am culpable And fince it muſt 

ſo (to the Waiter) go call Doctor Crape. (Exit Drawer and 
eturns with the Parſon. 
Sir Foſeph. Doctor here are a Couple that want to be made one 
Pray do your Office. 

(Whilft the 2 is ſuppes'd to be performing, Enter Shepherd; and 
Shepherdeſs's, wvho dance to Muſick, and alternately fing the follows» 
ing Epithalamium.) 

No fabled Charms our Muſe employ, 

No Mother of the Hood-wink'd Boy, 

Nor ſhe who dealt the Flame to Trey; 

Tho' each once claim'd her Duty. 

A nobler Name our Verſe inſpires, 


= 


And animates our feeble Lyres, 
With mote exalted Thoughts and Fires ; 
Thee, Thee we praiſe, 
With tuneful Lays, 
To thee our [utes and Harps we raiſe, - 
O fair Germaman Beauty. 
Conducted by all pow'rful Love, 
And Majeſty ſoſt Zephyrs move, 
Her Sails ſpontaneous all to prove, 
Their Care of this bright Charmer, 
Celeſtial Rays adorn her Face, 
Each Feature wears a different Grace; 
She glows with Ardout to embrace, 1 
A Youth ſo fair, 
Beyond Compare, 
In Shape, in Face, in Mien and Air, 
No Wonder he could warm her. 
What glorious Epochas ſhall riſe, 
From theſe auſpicious facred Ties, 
Prophetick Ruler of the Skies, 
Will you to us diſcover : 
All that we with, all that we crave, 
From one ſo fair, and one ſo brave, 
With Hands extended we ſhall have : 
Then let's rejoyce, 
With publick Voice, 
With Songs of Joy applaud the Choice, 
Since Beauty's Queen's come over. 
Long has the mournful Wretch confin'd, 
With Chearfulneſs himſelf reſign d, 


Since 


The Royal Marriage. 


Since bounteous Heaven has you deſign'd, 
To ſuccour the Diſtreſs'd. 
Your Interceſſion ſhall reprieve 
The loſt, and bid the dying live, 
Whil'ſt you implore, who 6an but give? 
Thus Babes unborn, ; 
Shall bleſs the Morn, 
You came with joyful Hymns adorn ; 
Your Name and Style, you Bleſſed. 
Nor Jewel bright, nor Gem-like Star, 
Can any Charms on you confer, 
Bright Nymph who all Perfection ſhare, 
Far far beyond Expreſſion. 
What could the bounteous Gods beſtow, 
Juſt to thy Merits here below ? 
What Preſent could be worthy you, 
But to enjoy, 
That princely Boy, 
Whole Welfare all our Thoughts employ, 
O amiable Poſſeſſion. 
Come all ye Capids, Chaplets bring: 
Ye Bards Epithalamia ſing, . 
Ye ſacred Siſters tune your Strings, 
Jo charm the royal Lovers, 
Ye Youth of Albion all advance, 
With Nymphs lead up the myftick Dance, 4 
Tranſported with the pleaſing Chance, 
To ſee them join'd, 
In Love combin'd, 
Extatick Pleaſures there to find, 
Let all their Joy diſcover. 
Thrice bleſs'd who enter Hymen's Band, 
With Hand and Heart, and Heart and Hand, 
The Pleaſures that ſuch muſt command; 
And Joys beyond expreſſing. 
May this, fair Couple be your Lot, " 
Nor ought diſſolve this happy Knot, 
Till Time itfelf ſhall be forgot; 
And when to breath 
You ceaſe, bequeath, 
A numerous Offspring at your Death, 
To us a future Bleſſing. 


Prin 


SCENE changes to a large Room, Enter Sir Joſeph, Lord 
Clincher vun. leading Mi/s Nancy, the Doctor, Roger, and others. 
Sir Jeſeph. Now I wiſh you both Joy and both have my 

Bleſſing The great Example that our illuſtrions Prince 

and 


The Royal Marriage. 3: 
Princeſs exhibit, ſhould influence all Mankind - May 
be as happy as they, and then I ſhall be rewarded for my long 
. uing Journey. 


Britons, with me your ardent Wiſhes join, 
Let Heaven and Earth, and all Things elſe combine, 
With choiceſt Bleſſings crown the royal Pair, 
And make them happy, happy as they're fair ; 
May a long Line of Princes yet unborn, 
In future Times this favourite Iſle adorn. 
A ſecond Bleſſing on theſe two bequeath, 
Let nought diſſolve their mutual Loves but Death. 
(Pointing to Lord Clincher jun. and M:/+ Nancy. 


And may mankind from theſe Examples know, 
That true Delights alone from Marriage flow ; 
No ſolid Joys dwell with unlawſul Love, 
But Bliſs tranſporting, Brides and Bridegrooms prove. 
[ Exeunt Omnes. 
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